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Poor and ‘malddig-closs childran have more fregdom than’ diluent children, who ofler are “ovérpro- 
grammed” with Stbletic or elitural activites. 


Disclaimer: All events are fictionalized. 


>>> My hands are soaked in blood from all the 
time I've been killing. Maybe a bit of exaggeration, 
if not blood than at least soaked with minutes and 
hours of my dead life. With seconds like grime 
under dirty fingernails that won't scrub clean. The 
days wasted re-reading old zines and listening to 
Ultravox in my basement. That same brown 
armchair, the piles of pillows from slept in days 
stuck in lonely rooms. I had to get out. I had 
somehow gotten a job, to appease my parents. 
Working for a corporation that I wouldn't even 
eshop at, so why was I giving them my time? The 
thing with time and work is that if you don't do 
anything with your time you're not putting value 
on it. By wasting it, it devalues and giving it away 
at $6 an hour doesn't seem so bad. But if you use 
your time to the fullest, having fun and working on 
projects, it becomes too valuable to waste with 
employment. 
>>> Running across summer lawns midnight 
seemed like ages ago, now I was waking up at 
6am to haul around pillows on a U-boat. The irony 
did not amuse. So I slashed them open, blew my 
nose in the leather jackets, and tried to smash all 
the cute ceramics I could. They didn't pay me 
enough to care. They paid me to stock their 
selves. They paid me to sleep in the storeroom. 
They paid me to toss full boxes of products into 
the trash compactor. 
This was the real world. 
I don't go to college anymore...but all my friends 
do or they've moved into the city and haven't 
come back. I was home, but home was gone now. 
When everyone leaves and all that is left is empty 
buildings and worn out streets. One night I called _ 
up a bunch of people to go see a slasher movie at 
the dollar theater. No one called me back. A week 
tater, I had packed up and was driving down to 


>>> - South, what a wonderful direction I 
thought. Those birds are on to something... I 
spent a lot of time hanging around campuses. +. 
Maybe I wanted to relieve school. But I knew that 
once you leave you can't go back. And when you 
do, the same people don't hang out, they're too 
busy, and the sandwich shop can't give out free 
food anymore. I didn't really know where I was 
going, I just knew I had to go. I couldn't stand 
another’ _ winter. I wanted to ride my bike 
around in the sunshine and wear short sleeve t- 
shirts. I couldn't stand time wasted indoors or the 
crippling cold. I spread maps out on my bedroom 
floor and made plans. My imagination spiraled out 
of control as I waited to leave. I envisioned dance 
parties and crime sprees. I Imagined myself 
cuddled up in a blanket with a sweet girl 
somewhere, watching the weather channel and 
laughing my head off at the snow front hitting the 


midwest. 


s get shorter and the nights get cold’ [ like the autumn but this 
place ts getting old’ | pack up my belongings and | head for the coast [| 


might not be a lot but I feel like l'm making the most 


TALES OF 


Pluses and minuses 

I drove through hours. I drove though state lines. I drove through 
radio signals. I drove through time zones. I drove through 
regional accents. I drove and drove and drove and drove. My 


heart sang along with all the sad songs on the radio. 
was all traffic, a death trap for corpses dying under plate glass. 
was a monsoon. Everything in between was a blur. Being 
in the calm off the car as wipers go full speed and sheets of rain 
hit hard against the concrete. You turn down the radio and you're 


a little sleepy. You realize how calm and idle you are as 
you sit inside your mobile shelter, but also how fast you 
really are going and what it means. How this is the 
speed you can die at while the water screams all around. 
I didn't know where I was going. Where I was going to © 
get food, where to sleep, what am I going to do when I 
get there all seemed like unimportant details to the fact 
that I was in motion. My only provision was making sure 


I had put my Jim Croce and CCR records on tape so I'd have something to 
listen to while driving past cornfields. The sum of my trip would have a lot of 
triumphs and failures. I'm not really that concerned with failure, it just 
provides a different option then what you had planned. In most cases, it's a 
welcome surprise. By the time I finished writing I realized that there's a lot of 
things didn't go my way. At the time, it just seemed like an adventure, one I 
couldn't separate bad luck from my good luck. My dear friends, don't take in 
any of the stories here with a sense that something awful happened, just that 
it did happen and I was smiling at the time. 

*** 

Just as my stomach started to growl on my first day of exploring I 
walked past a free dinner. The CAB here had a movie night and the first 50 
people got free food and a movie. I started giggling about the fact that food 
just feel into my lap, just as I started to look. It was almost too easy. A day 
and 500 miles earlier, I had stumbled across a food annex and opened up 
some drawers under the napkin dispenser. Seconds later I was filling up my 
backpack with bottles of soda. I did this 4 times until half my trunk was filled 
with soda and orange juice, just enough to last me 3 weeks. I've stumbled 
across so much free food that I've learned not to question these things. The 
movie was some really awful! Stella-got-her-groove-back-kind-of-crap. The 
CAB was run by a group of lanky black girls with big smiles who all wore their 
hair in ponytails and identical red shirts. They were very charming. You know 
when you're in class or at a play and you have to laugh really bad but can't, 
so you fake cough to get that built up tension out of you? That's what I kept 
doing. I ate until I literally was about to puke, Potato salad, Corn, Sweet 
potatoes, rolls, and salad. I took it as a good start. 

KKK 

I was sleeping under a desk in a classroom/lecture hall when the door opened. 
A janitor came in. They clean at night AND in the morning, unbeknownst to 


me. | watched a pair of sneakers come into the room, ; 
While talking loudly to someone, they emptied a trash bin and walked out into 
the hallway again. I darted out the side door like a stealthy ninja. It was 


always pretty warm, about 50-60 degrees, but there’s a lot of rain and \ 
there's always that late night/early morning chill that just cuts right 
through your bones. So laughing through chattering teeth, I made 
the cold abandoned walk to my car, I had a nice warm sleeping 
bag there. I left it in a big parking lot so I didn't have to 
worry about parking tickets or anything. The night before, 
I slept in my car cause I got into town late and the- 
ampus looks like a retirement complex. 
There's palm trees everywhere and all the buildings look 
like condos. I couldn't tell the classrooms from the dorm 
halls. This was my first night not steeping In the car and 
when I got back the passenger window was busted out. 
They stole my cruddy tape deck, A tape deck! Who listens 
to tapes anymore, where's the resale value??!!! Especially | 
one that only plays one side of the tapes and gets them all hot. So now I| 
had to find a place to replace my window. I drove around cold and rainy, 
streets until I found a place that would do it for a hundred and fifty bucks, 17 
was lucky I brought 2 emergency checks because I didn’t even think to / 
bring that much money for the whole trip, They stole the Smiths tape 1 le 
in the radio, but didn't touch any of my other stuff. I had my camera, flash) 
and extra lens, a polariod camera, film, my skateboard and an extra deck, a 
sleeping bag, plus half a trunk full of stolen soda from x j 


| 


| like songs about drifters, books about the same, they both seem to 


make me feel a little less insane" 


seemed to have it all. Palm trees, sunny days, pretty airls, a vast library 
collection. Everyday I would wake up at about 11, sneak down the stairs and head out to 
the university center to check out the food situation. If 1 didn’t luck out I'd check back 
around 3 o'clock. I often was treated to many a desert. They also had television/study 
rooms to relax in as you ate your absconded treat. Occasionally I'd wait out the rain 
watching alligator specials or "Kids in the Hall" while stuffing myself with fruit from the 
heath fair that day. Only once were they filled and I had to eat half an apple pie on the 
toilet next to a man taking a shit. Mostly I was treated to delicious banquet food. Skipping 
over the steak to dish myself up more scalloped potatoes and wonderfully seasoned 
vegetables and some rolls for later. If no mystery food turned up I'd go to the toppings 
station in the food hall, here I would make myself a salad or just have some pickles or 
various vegetables. I'd walk around and explore the different buildings to see what they 
had to offer; a hidden lounge or stacks of National Geographics. The art building had band 
practice and the whole first floor filled up with big band and jazz numbers. It was nice, to 
just lay on a bench and take it all in. I tended to stay out of there during the day, since | 
slept there at night. When I wanted to take showers or generally freshen up, I'd sneak 
into the dorms or the gym, which remained empty in the day. The food annex on 
weekends was deserted. So skinny arms could reach through the qate for peanut M&Ms, it 
was better if you used a roiled up newspaper to reach further for the peanut butter 
crackers(The weekend provided empty buildinas to play in. There was a xerox machine in 
an office that required a code, yet in the other, equally deserted rooms | could have had 
my share of computers, projectors, DVD players, etc. But all I wanted was to make some 
copies. This was a little frustrating so E opted for long distance phone calls.(who would've 
thought you just had to dial 9 first...)) 
At noon, there was always a great rush of people. I would sit and watch people on the 
liberal arts building second floor or outside it, depending on what day of the week it was. 
3:30 science building also provide a parade of people. After this I would perhaps get on 
my bike and ride into town and explore. Once 1 even managed to break a can in my 
backpack and spray magenta paint all over myself in the same day. Every once and a 
while I would drive down to the strip malis to dumpster/steal food and whatever else I 
needed. | would return and spend my nights in the library using the computers for e-mail 
and listening to music, before it closed at midnight. I had blended into the wallpaper after 
a couple days. Not only did I play the part of a student; late nights in the library taking 
notes, with my feet kicked up and a stack of books...on shoplifting and assorted true 
crime stories. But I was part of the campus now, no one noticed me. I'd see hippies in tye 
died shirts singing death metal lyrics with a grow! as they strolled by my car. 1 walked a 
step behind the Dungeons and Dragons club and listened to their plans and strategies. 
Asian children with their pants pulled to their ankles urinated behind stores as I checked 
the open 24 hour pizza place dumpster. And sieeping under a stair case one night 
someone failed to notice me as they retrieved their trumpet case 2 feet away. from me. 
People assume if you're reading your deaf, so they go on and on about weightlifting, week 
long drinking binges and stealing the door mat from the sheriff's station or even their new 
tattoos. 
“ooh, I just got SEXY in Chinese letters on my back" an overweight loud girl told a know- 
it-all girl and a timid boy. 
"Did you write it out or did they do it? A friend of mine thought he was getting his name: 
And the people at the tattoo place did it for them. His friend who was Chinese was there 
and was like why are you getting that? And he said it's my name and his friend said no it 
isn't It means "Small child, Succulent breasts" He was like "Whaaaat? That's why always 
have someone write it down before you go cuz they could give you anything” 
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; My Bedroom 
Everyday, I would while away at the library until it closed, playing 
around on the computers, while I snacked on stolen salad bar 
salteens. After they closed up at around midnight, I would head over 
the bridge to the parking lot where I would sit in my car for about an 
hour to read by streetlight and brush my teeth. Then I'd grab my 
sleeping bag, head back over the bridge where I'd walk the long way 
‘around to the door to avoid the janitors then tip toe giddily up the 
third floor staircase on a two floor building. I'd camp out on the top of 
the stairs right outside the door marked attic. No one ever goes up to 
the attic. In fact I could be sleeping in yours right now. I slept there 
for 2 weeks. I'd quietly undress, then read a little more. I slept next to 
thousands of dollars of discarded video recorders from the school's 
cable station. The stairway's echo was so tremendous that when the 
crack of the door abrupted my silence I would dare not shift or sneeze 
or laugh or fart, holding my breath every time a janitors’ shoes would 
stomp up the stairs and linger for a second before exiting not knowing 
I loomed several feet above. 


"Let's talk about the sound of a 
phone outside a Texaco, from Bell 
South back to a Southern Beile" 
That boy you would've seen 
nervously shuffling his feet at the 
pay phone and constantly thumbifi 


‘her phone number, that would be 
me. The girl was the one that I had 
kept running into, in the library, at 
the computer lab, outside of her 
class, walking by me as I sat outside 
of buildings and read. Even at the 
supermarket where I was busy 


stealing dinner. The air was crisp. It = 


had rained that night. I stood 


outside, breathing hard. She walked ` 
right past me. But I just stood there ~ 


and watched her walk farther away 
from me. She didn't even see me. It 
was 9 at night, on Valentines Day. I 
saw us as both being very alone. I 
wanted to tell her something. 

That night I drove to the freeway on 
ramp and parked I was trying to 
decide whether not to stay or go. I 
have a hard time leaving places, 
‘concerned with what I might be 

| missing. I also stay too long at 
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parties and shows. I hold onto 
thoughts and memories and 
friendships too long. This was no 
different. I stayed in town hoping for, 
I don't know what. I felt a resolution | 
to see it through. 


In the hallway, our eyes darted 


- around. I caught a glimpse and it 


looked like she wanted to smile. We 
-stood apart nelther of us making a 

move. She had kind eyes. One week 

later. We had a date. 

Boys need encouragement. 


- Otherwise we just feel like creeps, 


well one day she smiled. Had I not 
been traveling I wouldn't have even 


~- talked to her. At Home I would've 


fallen into the routine of constantly 


~ thinking about the girl I liked, 
-- reflecting on the special times we 


shared and obsessing over details 
like when she offered me lip gloss I 
should have accepted because 
_ maybe she was checking to see if I 
minded her germs or not. Carefully 
planning my words, us boys have E 
this strange inkling that if we can phrase 
our thoughts with the right 


combination of wit and sincerity girls would have no choice but to fall in love with us. 
Here,.I had nothing to lose. 

She had a sharp nose and a homecoming queen smile. Her hair was worn pulled back and 
it held perfectly in place. When I asked her to dinner, I watched her lips move as she 
spoke to me. It seemed unreal, she was an oil painting. And she only laughed slightly 
when I explained I didn't have a phone. Things seemed to be going good. I called her 
later describing myself as "that nervous boy you met in the hallway today" I then let her 

_ know that I didn't go to school there and tried hard to explain how cold _____is, and all 

‘my friends moved away, and all I wanted to do was sit in the grass and read books. 

I also said it was perfectly alright if she didn't want to go out because of the awkward 
situation and all. I gave her the out and she took it, and I didn’t even get to the cool part 
about living in the art building. Apparently girls don’t like lone drifters who lurk around 
campus...ppffft... Women! Am I right? 
Still there's something strange in having preferring a girl to not like you because you're a 
scumbag rather then being regarded as not attractive. She was still very sweet and asked 
me what books I'd been reading. I ran through some titles, “Do you ever read...the 
bible?" Her southern accent broke to a pregnant pause hoping for an immaculate 
conception, Well, it turns out I was the first atheist she had met. We both walked on egg 
shells over each other's beliefs trying very politely to explain our sides, She urged me to 

_read Descartes, I tried to convince her to take study all religions and options before 

dedicating one's life to a single religion. The very logical simplicity of a statement like 
"there is no proof that there is a god" fails to compare to centuries of tradition and 

willingness of faith. She claimed to have seen a black goat and then gone home to open 
the bible and find a verse that dealt with goats as an irrefutable sign. I went on to explain 
selective awareness, like when you learn a new word and then it constantly pops up in a 
day or too. The idea that maybe if you're looking really hard for something to come true, 
you might just be fooling yourself. For instance after the movie I went to a free screening 
of Donnie Darko, a movie with anti-religious themes and destruction, and someone later 
set fire to a bathroom in the dorms. A strange coincidence, sure, but I wouldn't base my 
life on it. She wished me safe driving and hung up. I didn't picture it ending like this. 
Especially the part with the guy who stood next to me listening to my conversation for 15 
minutes, while waiting to use the phone. 
"I get lost In eyes like that. Thanks, but no thanks. God never did me any favors" 


300ks with related subjects:Absolute Beginners by Colin Macinnes, Working by 
Studs Terkel, The Jungle by Upton Sinclair, Factotum by Charles Bukowski, =| 
Evasion by Mack, Ishmael by Daniel Quinn, The Art of Deception-Kevin Mitnick, 


Catch Me If You Can-Frank Abagnaile Jr. us 


Obscure band references: Modest Mouse p3,4 The Promise Ring p7, Converge 
p8, Charles Bronsonp 10, Uniform Choice p11, Gorilla Biscuits13, The Smiths 
p17 Fifteen p 20, Whitney Houston p21 


So there I was giggling in a dumpster in the middie of 一 一 一 一 - 
about how stupid the situation was and how glad I was to be free 
and on the road. It was then that I decided that somewhere along 
the line between puberty and college I had made a terrific 
decision. People I knew were married and peopie I knew had 
steady jobs making $30,000 salaries, These things in my mind 
couldn't hold a candle to the laughter of a friend or another 
anecdote to teii. I saw myself as the greatest of hobos. I was on 
the right track to something. Where was rock bottom and how do 
you know if you've hit? At what point does going nowhere become 
now here? 

Nowhere is Now Here, 

I couldn't think of anything more impressive, then sitting 

on garbage to avoid arrest. [t along with several other 
noments of this trip stood out on their own, Like 

catching your refiection in the full tength mirror running 
about nude in the iocker waiting for the showers to heat 

up. Or having to sprint to a building before it closed 

because you hid your backpack above the ceiling tiles in 

a bathroom sc you wouldn't have to carry it to a dance. 

Or explaining to a gir! you're asking out that you don't 

have a phone, Or leaving a grocery store and having a 

pretty clerk smile because A) I was a cute boy B) She 

was generally a friendly person or C) I had just filled up Risin 8 
grocery bags with food and then, you know,...walked out Í W 
the door. All of these would offend the dignity that I EAG 
didn't seem to have. But I had spent 64 cents on food in A 

a month so I must've been doing something right. St 

“** 

This night, I walked around until I found a blind 

spot directly underneath a camera where I slyly A TAi: x 
pocketed a screwtip or some shit. All I knew was. Be t | 

that it was under $20 and didn't have an alarm 1! 
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attached on the outside. I went out the deserted i w } 
door where they sold the wood, when a beeping ~ J 


went off. There was no one around but a 
teenage girl busy scanning stuff. I briskly 
hurried my pace. I tossed the product. They 
couldn't touch me now, ___ 'S are set u 
like modern day fortresses. So I walked off into 
an empty field. No one followed me. I would 
backtrack for my car later, I crossed a busy 
street to a forested area and sat there. It was 
night and after a while a timed light came on. S 
I walked around to the ~ —. where I 
hopped in the dumpster, I always like to be 
more safe than sorry. There's a reason paranoid 
people get never get caught. But the truth is 
employees are usualiy instructed not to foliow 
people out because of fear of being sued. In fact 
I knew this gir! whe worked at a restaurant and 
a family skipped on their check. Their waiter 
went out to the parking lot and yelled at them in 
front of other customers and he qot fired. Fired! 
Next time you're in a restaurant, ask your waiter 
if you have to wash dishes if you can’t pay up. 
Whenever I've done this they don't know the 


answer, 
KOK 


"All I gotta do is pay $32,000 for 4 years and then I'm better than you" 
I always hated the hypocrisy that no one knows what they want to be when they get out 
of hiah school or even after college, but strings together some vague notions that sound 
respectable (or "adult") and then perpetuates the myth by constantly asking others. Did 
I waste 4 years in college delaying my life? My degree was meaning less and less. It's 
been said that if you really want to be something. You commit yourself to it and every 
decision you make wiil lead you in that direction, Those that are indecisive will roam in 
circles aimlessly. 1 got no dreams, I got no desires. I never wanted to be anything the 
straiaht world had to offer. I just wanted to be free to live my life for me. What a cliche. 
Consider the idea that anything that's honest and heartfelt can’t be a cliche because it 
means something to you and that validates it. Life is a cliche. So is love, and friendship, 
family and passion. 

Really what can you do with your life that doesn't seem like you're wasting it? I think we 
all come up with temporary solutions to fill the void and this is what makes up the fabric 
of our lives. And just because we don’t comprehend doesn't mean we don't enjoy or love 
life any less. People have this strange compulsion for belief, like they have to put faith in 
something, maybe it's a way to transfer responsibility from yourself. The curse of intellect, 
I Suppose. What's the point of our tives? What's the point of an ant's life? Or a gorilla's? 
We live pointless lives with no direction, Even if we could live forever we still don’t know 
what to do. The shorter it is, the worse it gets. I believe the only things entirely with out 
uselessness are compassion and tenderness. 

I was walking along a blind women in a motorized cart that was being lead by a seeing 
eye deg. When the dog turned she said "Good Boy” but in a way whose aning can’t be 
conveyed in words. I started to think about how she would take him home and rub his 
belly and he would probably get extra treats. I started smiling as 1 walked, thinking about 
it, I've never been that close in my life with anyone. I don’t even know If it’s possible. I 
can’t imagine a stronger bond of life and love. 

It stayed in my constant memory for weeks. It just seemed so amazing, you know. And it 
was only two words. Two words. The rest of the campus swarmed around filled with jerks 
who bumped into you, and crumby bastards who hung out with girls named Suzy talked 
too loud getting drunk on the weekend. So what am I supposed to do with my life? 


iets 


I was going to stash my jacket behind the dumpster and retrieve my car from the = 
== parking lot. While I was doing this a car pulled up. I sensed that it wasn’t a cop, but 
still I was cautious. The car parked next to the dumpster an old man aot out and started 
looking in the dumpster, He then walked around and was startled by me. “What are you 
doing back here?" he asked covering his own dumpster diving Had I become the greatest 
of Lurkers? Or were we just two weirdoes hanging out behind =.=- It was a 
little odd. I may have mumbled something to the extent of "What are you doing 
back...there?” and walked away briskly. 


Upon reading a book with anecdotes on Oscar Wilde I came across a passage "I remember 
Oscar once saying of a famous actress who, after a life of tragic experience, had married a 
fool: 'She thought that, because he was stupid, he would be kindly when, of course, 
kindliness requires imagination and intellect'" 
I'll often see these boys impersonating the sensitive macho look photo-copied straight 
from the latest issue of Maxium. Blond highlights, the "faded" jeans look, a Hilfiger shirt or 
the untucked loosely buttoned long sleeve white shirt. Sometimes if their daring a beaded 
necklace or yellow tinted sunglasses. I think what terrible kissers they all must be. 
Where's the imagination? Where's the creativity? What's the difference between them all? 
Romance is an art form. It as well requires imagination and intellect as well as charm and 
humor. As much as it pains me to admit, dressing like a stereotype works. So it breaks 
¿my heart to always seeing pretty girls with these pathetic guys. Just idiots. But it really 


“gets to you watching them smile and skip-in-their-steps with the excitement of a new 


weekend as you sit in your car eating dumpstered tomatoes and Ramen Noodles at the 
gas station when you just tried to fool the attendant with a handful of pennies instead of 
25 cents for a cup of hot water. And you haven't spoken to anyone in days. So it kills you 
watching them drive away in their hot shit cars while yours sounds like a 50s T-bird 
because the muffler is about to fall off and there's a large gaping hole in your dashboard. 
Welcome to my friday nights. 
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A NS "If drinking's what it takes to] be accepted, I'd 
rather stay aware and be 


Alcoho] use and abuse is most likely to take place in groups. 
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‘oa = is Oa nae n 
s ORs erore they entered the real 

ee e% world while 1 was making rs 
pretend screeching noisesto Q 
myself as I rounded turns. Here hg 

ee | was with my life and this is 

aa what they were doing with 
theirs. I was In high spirits and 
then they just depressed the 
e% hell out of me. It was so very 


There's always an unlocked 
door or an overlooked spot to 
nap. You only have to put in 
time exploring. In this case, It 
was a secluded janitor’s closet 
“which was set up as a cozy 
Sarat little break room, but it was in Rs 
Weiss the ROTC building and 1 could Kotasa 
see myself being discovered: by bi 
4 a janitor and having 20 wide-os 
running down the steps to try 
out their new wrestling hold on 
me. It was still wet from the 
other night otherwise I would 
have enjoyed the solitude of a 
rooftop. Instead I went to a 
parking garage and slept in my E 
car. I tucked in at about 2and oe 
was awoken several hours later wf 
by the sound of tapping on the 
car. I would sleep head In the 
trunk with the seat down, so all 
ids one would see is the black of 
the sleeping bag. I had turned 
in my sleep when I heard _ 
n “Someone's in this car” The 
ises: tt. tapping. “Hey, Are you alright?" 
atus Groggllly I muttered 


wasted on every “yeah...uh...J 
nd and lly 
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“On a lot of those farms in the 
Midwest and back East, every cow 
has a name,” Mr. Koopman said. 
“They're sort of pets. It’s not like 
that here. A cow's a piece of machin- 
ery. If it’s broke, we try to fix it, and 
if we can’t, it gets replaced. 

“Today, every cow has a number 
and a page on the computer.” 

Mrs. DeBoer said she had never 
milked a cow by hand, and never 
expected to. In the factory that is her 
barn, the employees, almost entirely 
Latino, manage the incessantly hum- 
ming machinery. 

“It’s just a factory Is what it is,” 
she said. “It the cows don’t produce 
milk, they go to beef.” 
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-My friend Todd now lives in .- 
Every one in _.—.— smokes WEEG. 
Went to a show. Slept on a coid toor 
ina dirty, dirty house, and watched 


the same 


movie 3 times in 2 Gays 
They lost their bag of weed and 
spent literally an hour and a hall 
looking for it. An hour anc 
They found it the next day in the 
chair cushion they were sitting on! 
- ____ jis aiso a big Music town It 
was named the best indie scene in 
Rolling Stone or some shit or 
whatever. When I pulled into town 
and met up with Todd at his 
dishwasher job, he greeted me with 
a smile and a plate of food. lt was 
another raging party town like 

——— The streets miled 
with college kid alcoholics. Atte 
work, we went into this dance club 
and headed to the top floor above 
the party. There was a recording 
studio where Todd's friends were 
busy mixing a record. He was the 
son of the hippie who designed the 
early Grateful Dead graphics, he was 
named Forest. 
-Across the street from were we 
were doing Food Not Bombs, 
Caroline King was playing a benefit 
show in a coret 
Kerry 
playing 
my feet” We had 
to stick around for that song that 
goes “Doesn't anybody stay In one 
place anymore?/It would be 


Nere 


house for Johr 
As we packed up she was 
“I feel the earth move under 


to ao, but I wanted 


so qood 
to see your face at my door” I love 
that song. 

-Todd lived in a house where the 
Butthole Surfers recorded 2 albums, 
took acid, and wrote "Space Aliens 
go Home" on the ceiling I walked 
round the train tracks a little anc 
stopped short of seeing a briage that 
was on some REM album, They re 
from there, so are the 6-52s. While 
riding our bikes around, Todd 
pointed out the Love Shack, where 
they used to live. I kept my eyes 
peeled for Rock Lobsters. I thought I 


¢ 


saw one but it might have just been 


~ a dog wrestling with an old sied. 
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Shoplifting is a desperate attempt by me to steal my life back. I tuck time not wasted 
working into my bett. I left hand the right to be able to not support corporate interests. I 
feel shoplifting is an active part in protest. If I needed a washer or an electric razor, I 
have no choice but to buy it from a corporation. Our options are that limited. You have to, 
at one point or another, give your money to corporations. They've denied any outside 
access or they've limited it's availability so severely that the consumer has to spend more 
time and money shipping it. I get so tired of feeling like a sucker. There was a study of a 
town where Wal-Mart that was taking 3 dollars from the community it was in, for every 
oné dollar it put into the economy. City governments make very attractive offers for 
corporations to come in, destroy local business, ruin the roads with trucks, and then give 
humongous tax breaks, all of which end up costing the residents a whole lot more than 
what they've given away. And correct me if I’m wrong but I’ve never seen one football 
field of concrete parking lot even half filled in all my life. I even heard of a case where the 
local government almost evicted an entire block of homes to build an Ikea, the same way 
the federal government can seize your land for a new highway. Shell oil has death squads 
in Latin America. Nestle sold poisoned breast milk in the third world. DuPont sells 
pesticides which are illegal to use in the 


US(because of health regulations) to other countries which 
in turn sell us food. Monsanto just degrades our food right gaii 
here at home. Philllp Morris put tar in cigarettes to make 
them more addictive and wouldn't even fess up that it 
caused cancer when it had already been common 
knowledge for decades. Corporations have no morals and 
no one to take the blame when a bunch of thoughtless 
morons toss their money into a stock market with no say 
in what their funding does. There is no moral compass. 
The only concern they have is to their stock holders. 

Any act of charity Is just advertising that results in more 
good image profits than donation. But it's the air we 
breathe that’s full of carcinogens. The poison in is our 
water. Our earth getting degraded while our loved ones 


die of cancer. And it gets harder to shed a tear because A ied 
we've grown so dead inside. Kill a person and it’s murder, s ; ae 
kill a million and it’s a statistic. And we reward them with | Be $ 
record profits. Your dollar tells businesses that what you 3 | 
vote. I am not what I buy. I'm a person and I make my z 3 4 
own history. I refuse to live under capitalism, under this F 
mangled corpse of a life. Yes, I feel like this all the time. F a 
You can't escape it when it screams in commercials, bus p FE i 
ads, billboards, movie endorsements, bananas peels, ey . is 
store fronts, junk mail and neon signs that glow brighter ay : H 
than the stars. It doesn't get dark where I live anymore. pT | is 
It doesn't let up for a second to remind you, you live in a g £ = Se | 
world of commerce. Commercials are this generation’s gz z 
fables. Product jingles rot in my brain for years but I sF u 
don't remember half of what high school tried to teach 3 | z 
me. It couldn't possibly be more vulgar. Anorexic models 8. i 
try to sell me self esteem or sex me up to buy shitty beer 533 
to rot my brain cells, so I'll sit idlely by with a dumb 3 HER 
smile on my face while I turned my pockets inside out for g id F 


artificial needs. It feels like life during wartime and I'm 
losing a little bit each day. 

It took grabbing food and running to make me feel like a 
person again. I believe that stealing from corporations is 
completely justified. Treat them the same way they treat 
you. The only thing that is understood is profit, so steal 
what you need. It is an act of protest. Shoplifting doesn’t 
raise prices or take money from employees. Corporations 
have a budget already set up for it. Is it better to be a 
kleptomaniac or a shopaholic? I am very aware of 
materialistic impulses. I mostly take food, hygene items 
and books. I never take more than I need. I would never 
steal from a locally owned store. Anyone who does is only 
destroying an alternative to the corporate monopoly. I 
don't feel that I'm owed something. That something 
stupid like a rude clerk or high prices gives me special 
privilege of free stuff. No, I don't want to make it that 
petty. This is a last resort. This Is desperation. Despite 
large amounts of thievery from corporations, I feel in my 
heart, I am an honest and moral person. I know people 
who will go to parties and take CDs or stumble into 
bathrooms drunk and take razors and shaving cream. I 
would never do anything like that. Even if it is something 
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that wouldn't be missed like half a tube of toothpaste. There is still the 
principle that stealing from one another is fucked up. Even if it cost nothing it 
still creates an environment of mistrust. But I'll steal toothpaste from a 
corporate store; I’m not looking for some justification. It is a mix of direct 
action and reclamation. I feel that it's the responsibility of people to reject 
this bullshit before it gets worse, because it will. Fuck our parents and their 
lazy shit. Fuck that hippie shit that said let's smoke up and spin around in 
circles and act cool instead of making a real change in the power structure or 
creating an alternative to the status quo and everyday since then it’s gotten 
worse. Our ancestors were failures and cowards. So I’m forced with living in 
a world I despise. In which everyway you're screwed. You work like some 
slobo, and they give you a quarter of the profit they made, for you to turn 
around and spend $200 bucks on some $2.47 piece of plastic because years 
of subtle psychology have convinced you that it's a status symbol, ha. So 
where are the kids riding around on bikes in empty streets with spray paint 
and crowbars? I'd like to smash every light to make it dark again. 


I aot word from Todd about a Store that had no 
cameras or security. In fact when I walked in the store, it was 
leserted, A single employee showed up later and a mysterious { 
ough was heard from the back room, I walked out with a new pair j 
yf shoes and spent most of the afternoon dumpster diving in the i 
sunshine. Right next door was the outlet and even : 


though they had a trash compactor, it was the kind that was 
separate from the store and included a peek hole. i saw a garbage 
jag full Of new shoes. I crawled in and pulled them out into the 
Jaylight. That's when | noticed they were all cut up with a box 

utter, I saw a tag on a brand new pair of Air Jordans which said 
ney were returned because of a Missing eyelet. It was ridiculous 

ill these hundred dollar pairs of shoes slashed up because of minoi 
mperfections. It seemed ridiculous that the store wouldn't sell them 
for a discount of 30 bucks or so, Still an incredible bargain Ji 
ompared to full price. | continued seari hing around behind the aig 


tores, Out there was nothing that great. Until 1 came across a golf 4 
art. I didn't understand why it was there at the time, but the keys i 
jangling in the jqnition told me that for all practical purposes, it was 
eft there for me to joyride. The outlet mall was built on a large hill 
0 as I was flooring it, I kept hitting these speed bumps at full } 
blast. I was bouncing around and giagling like a moron when I saw 
3 Car that was driving around earlier, so I had to ditch the ride. ] 
was downhill and it took a couple of tries to turn the wheels hard 
nto the curb, so that the cart would stay there. I ran back up. As I 
entered from the back door of the outlet lobby, I got a strange look | 
from a janitor, who knew I was up tc something, but couldn't prove 
anything 

The world is run on scarcities. It's not enough that advertisements 
constantly tug at your attention with an army of psychologists to trick you Into 


wanting the pill and artists to make it go down smooth, creating false needs to 
part with that cash and keep you coming back to work, for more. There are 2 
empty buildings for every homeless person, there is enouah food produced 
every year to make us all fat. People go malnourished and people sleep on the 
street, Empty buildings sit 

These necessities although in abundance can not be given away. To do so 
would mean that, the profiteers that are in the business of selling would not 
make money. But by withholding necessities when they are in abundance is 
parallel to withholding medicine to a dying person. Make no mistake these are 
the root causes of sickness caused by exposure and malnutrition. Thus 
inadvertently in an effort to profit, they commit violence. Is our belief in 
supply and demand so adamant that nourishment must be locked up in a 
trash compactor? Should peopie be allowed to destroy abundance? Should we 
be victims of landlords because we were born a little late to call dibbs on a 
piece of land? Should those without shelter have to look on to the irony of 
empty office buildings taunting them on cold nights, with the lights and heat 
still on? Why should we get jobs that kill us a little each day, just to live? Why 
should we stress over paying mortgages or rent with free buildings 
everywhere? 

3. “This morning 1 was awoken, By a man with a handgun. He's got a book of 
rules that says, I ain't got no right to sleep” 

T snuck in late at night to a classroom, I have a habit of not sleeping soundi 


in places other than my own bed. | figured I'd be light on my feet since I'd be 
light on sleep. I told myself that I'd be out early enough, The curse of sound 
sleep and being awoken by a janitor cleaning the chalkboard; I came to wit! 
instant realization. | was Silent as | pulled my pants up inside the muffled 


rustle of my Sleeping bag. In the back of the room surrounded by desks, I 


waited for his move. He headed towards the other side of the room. When 


noticed me, he wasn't startled. | think he muttered "He y". There really isn't 
anything to say in a situation such as this, so I thought it best to ask what 
time it was. 

'10 to 

"Ohh, I'll get going’ 

"You don't have to, Stay, enjoy your nap’ 

With this he left. I laid there contemplating whether not to qo. He was very 
casual about it, so I had the assumption he was pretty down. If he was a 
teacher I would have definitely taken off. There was a Strange nagging that if 
I left it wduld be rude or I would be fleeing some sort of wrongdoing Although 
I knew I wouldn't be able fall back asleep to enjoy more rest and that I would. 
nave to leave before classes started, which would be soon. It was pointiess to 
Stay there. I laid on my side eyes resting, knowing better, until the door a 
opened again and a cop came in, I kicked myself for being so stupid 
especially since I had an abundance of time to escape. t 

The cop gave me the old routine. "Got any drugs or weapons?” The search 
Why are you sleeping here? Don't you know this is trespassing?" The partner 
comes in they re-ask "Why are you sleeping here" You start to answer but the 
first guy cuts you off and answers his partner, He slapped on a pair of 
handcuffs. They were gold instead of silver. They let me off with a warning 
telling me next time I'll be arrested for trespassing, yeah, yeah, yeah. As they 
led me out, I shot daggers with my eyes at the janitor, But on the plus side I 
woke up early enough to sneak into hotels for their continental breakfasts, 
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145. BLACK EYES ‘Cough’ (gatefold sleeve LP) 
144. THE WARMERS Te re) 
143. Q AND NOT U ‘Power’ 
142. ANTELOPE ‘Crowns/The Flock’ $B 
140. MINOR THREAT First Demo Tape 
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to feel the heat with somebody" 


Scenes from an 80's dance party 

In ———, | couldn't find any action. | loaked for parties, bysj@iatelaaltatem turned 
up. 1 got stuck riding the bus around in circles for TESThe driver must have 
thought I was an idiot. Friday the 13th [ founchagaFXcmctiadiate miami parking lot 
S TISSUE LO Music through busted headphones 
PrateN EEEO EEY SNUCK into the worst Adam Sandler movie 
Te 全 an obese family and ate leftover popcorn. Another 
[ins a cowboy bar and knew instantly this wasn't my scene. I 
Well<emaleiaerito the bathroom, took out a marker left some graffiti and then 


Mostly I drove around, losing direction and gas. 

Up until Athens, I had hardly spoken to anyone. I walked around with the 
perpetual solitude of a monk. But now I was joyous at the thought of visiting 
familiar smiling faces. As a grand finale to the end of my trip, Soup was 
planning an 80's dance party. It was so good to be laughing loudly with friends. 
Fenwick Briggs had cramps from laughing too hard all week. Fenwick came 
down to Soup's. He was on a trip of his own visiting friends at school. So far he 
made out with an ugly girl and vomited inside a friend's couch. He was off to a 
Hood start. We sat on Soup's porch with the house megaphone(found on the 


ho had to wear a glove cause the prolonged playing gave him a blister. 
customized the table by using a stamp kit to put our names on the 
ihe player's jerseys. Then went over to 2 more houses with tables, 


g from one party to another, finding a bass and playing Creedence 
[TI ixevival，climbing telephone poles... It's these nights that I like best, 
Meme othing spectacular happens, you're still in high spirits and having 
Mka uenen you remember back on your college years, that's all you can 
patil to parties with your friends laughing. Cause when you get there 
TIE Ways filled with douches. 
SEIAS due to the fact that I'm a terrific dancer. I have a lot of 
EdTSESm. I do little dances all day long, usually while I'm cooking. 
acmelaemasleretelptas parties are pulled off successfully. People usually refuse to 
eMe aA ant to appear foolish. There are very few ways to have fun 
WMldamelianlelela(ntemierel|is. SO I was especially happy when Soup's friends showed 
MENECER INg down, kicking the party off to a start. People danced 
Out Some breakdancing moves, Ryan did the cinder 
lle SUN CI TeMigt-Mallela asOUP Mostly jumped around screaming. When 
四 Went to the kitchen and started singing "Cruel 
SMa A O neie ater Soup would take said banana and drop it down 
Sate E ARA M hard on the behind and exploding the fruit. After 
ERM aimdemulsamerutlrme tS eventually rubbed around Fenwick's thighs so 
much he had to change undée@giels 
On Or some strange moral other than ending with 
Eon eM mem UCN ee OU we just woke up the next morning, said our 
goodbyes and | started ARNI drive back home. 


having adventures 


